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In vain in all her father's Col- 
. In vain in all the country-sid' 


But said, that in the future years the Princess young should die, 

By pricking of a spindle-point — ah, woeful prophecy! . ■ 

But now, a kind young Fairy, who had waited to the last, [are past; For in a lonely turret high, a 
Stepped’ forth, and said, “ No, she shall sleep till a hundred years 
« And then she shall be wakened by a King’s son— truth I tell— 

“ And he will take her for his wife, and all will yet be well." 


There .lives an ancient woma 
The Princess found her out o| 
Alas ! the spindle pricked hen 
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he spinning-wheel s forbid I 
e spindles sharp are hid ; ' 
jp a winding stair, [care, 

/ho still turns her wheel with 
iay, and tried to learn to spin ; 
nd — the charm had entered in ! / 


And down she falls in death-like sleep : the)* lay her on her bed 
And all around her sink to rest — a palace of the dead ! 

A ^hundred years pass — still they sleep, and all around the place’ 
A wood of thorns has risen up— np path a man can trace j 
At last, a King’s son, in the hunt, asked how long it had stood,: 
And what old towers were those he saw above the ancient wood, 













An aged peasant told of an enchanted palace, where 
A sleeping King and Court lay hid, and sleeping Princess fair. 

Through the thick wood, that gave him way, and past the thorns that drew 
Their sharpest points another way, the King's son presses through. 

He reached the guard, the court, the hall, — and there, where'er he stept, 

He saw the sentinels, and grooms, and courtiers as they slept. 
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For a month after the wedding they 
lived and had good cheer, 

And then said Bluebeard to his wile, 
“ I ’ll say good-bye, my dear ; 

“ Indeed, it is but for six weeks that I 
shall be away, 

“ I beg that you’ll invite your friends, 
and feast and dance and play ; 

“ And all my property I ’ll leave con- 
fided to your care : 

11 H ere are the keys of all my chests, 
there’s plenty and to spare. 
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A ad oft she saw the closet door, and longed 
to look inside. 

At last she could no more refrain, and turned 
the little key, 

And looked within, and fainted straight the 
horrid sight to see ; 

For there upon the floor was blood, and on 
the walls were wives, 

For Bluebeard first had married them, then 
cut their throats with knives. 














i( You have been in the closet once , 
and you shall go again !" 

“ O spare me, spare me ! give me 
time, nor kill me hastily!” 

“ You have a quarter of an hour, — 
then, madam, you must die!” 

“ O sister Anne, go up, go up, and 
look out from the tower ; 

“ I *m dead unless my brothers come 
in a quarter of an hour!'’ 

And Anne looked once, and Anne 
looked twice, and nothing saw 
abroad, 

But shining sun and growing grass, 
and dust noon the road. 
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“ Come down ! ” cried Bluebeard, “ time is 
up !” With many a sigh and moan, 
She prayed him for a minute more ; he 
shouted still, “Come down!” 

“ O sister Anne, look out, look out ! and do 
you nothing see ?” 

“At last I see our brothers two come riding 
hastily.” 

“ Now spare me, Bluebeard, — spare thy 
wife!” but as the words were said. 
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